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Such excitement and laughter, even my stepmother said it was the funniest thing she ever 
saw, father riding a pig, and she laughed too, whenever she thought of it. Father couldn’t 
see the funny side for a long time, and said it was no Childs play hanging on to that big 
sow. My sister and I just hated pigs, they were always doing something. Many were the 
stories we heard from the neighbours of the troubles they had with their pigs, so that was 
some consolation. Dear me. Pretty near a whole page about pigs. They were the bane of 
our young lives, only enjoyed when we were eating them. No wonder Frank Roe used to 
come over to hear them squeal when they were being killed; we thought him a regular 
barbarian until we had lots of pigs of our own. 
 One evening in May, a nasty wet night, I was told to go over to Kilby's for the 
mail as Mr.Kilby had just got home from Lacombe. My stepmother was expecting some 
special letters from England. I hesitated at first as I knew I would get a good soaking, 
walking across the field and slough, where the grass was so high; To go around by the 
road would take too long and it was getting late, also I was more liable to get lost as well 
among the trees. Off I started as fast as possible. The mail had arrived all right and in 
addition there was an important looking letter for my father and a large package 
addressed to the Misses Makepeace, in care of my father. I was very curious to know 
what was in that parcel so hurried home. To our delight it contained chocolate creams, 
bon bons, and French creams. What a treat after not tasting any sweets like them for two 
years. It was a present from the Mr. Jackson, whom we met on the train after we left 
Moose Jaw. We had parted from him at Lacombe. He evidently had not forgotten us. 
 Father’s letter was very important as it offered him the job of enumeration for the 
conservative government. He was to do the settlements north and east of Wetaskiwin. 
There were Swedish and Russian colonists in the area. The Swedish settlers were very 
intelligent and believed in governments and they readily gave my father the information 
he asked for. Very different were the Russians, they looked upon anyone connected with 
government with the greatest suspicion and distrust. My father finally had to find an 
interpreter to tell them all he wanted to know; he had to find out how many people lived 
in that house and the fathers name, so the government would know how many people 
lived in the country. My father told us these Swedish and Russian settlers lived much the 
same as they did Europe, sleeping between feather ticks, especially the Scandinavians. 
He was well treated by these people who trusted an Englishman. 
 The Russians had no use for any form of government and at first my father could 
not even get a nights lodging. Luckily the weather was fine although the nights were 
cold. Before long he posed as just a traveller and then could stay all night. He noted how 
many people lived there and next morning after breakfast, paid them and asked their 
name. By so doing he was able to find out what he wanted to know. The Scandinavians 
on the other hand, asked for news of the different parts of the world. My father had a few 
New York papers with him to read at odd times, so he left them with these people, who 
treated him to the best in the house, including a good bed. They were wonderful settlers 
Father said, so clean, thrifty and industrious, also very religious. 
